My golden Helen, nay my gold inhaling
that tempers my hot heart with its cool air,
your eyes at will mislead me everywhere
slave to your virtue noted and prevailing.
Thrice happy he, whose stricken heart is ailing
for Helen's fatal name, enchanted care,
exquisite pain for eyelids that outwear
earthlight to shine in heaven a star unveiling*
Anguish of Troy, name ! ensign of my grief,
my wise Penelope, my Helen splendid
whose lovely torment holds the heart of me,
name, that enskied a lover beyond belief,
who could have guessed I'd find when all was ended
in the same Helen a new Penelope.